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INVOCATION  to  an  AUDIENCE 


Now  for  the  moment  are  your  minds  removed 
From  everything  hut  loveliness, 

And  you  here  present,  if  you’ve  ever  loved, 

Loved  and  then  wearied  of  that  sweet  distress, 
You  who  have  dearly  proved 
The  arrow’s  sharpness  and  the  archer’s  blindness 
Remember  still,  as  best  behooved, 

His  lovingkindness. 


TOULEMONDE 

4 

-c- — — 

I 

HE  CAN’T  HAVE  BEEN  GONE  LONG 
-I*- — i - «>~ 

I  SAW  the  little  room,  the  dusty  table, 

The  ashtray  with  its  dump  of  burned  tobacco, 
And  in  the  corner,  underneath  the  desk, 

The  old  galoshes  that  he  never  wears; 

The  littered  papers,  and  the  empty  glass 
Still  moistured  with  a  sweet  illicit  vapor — 

He  can’t  have  been  gone  long. 

And  this,  I  said,  was  where  he  fought  with  words. 
Here  was  where,  after  such  idiot  doubting, 

The  words  began  to  come:  He  put  them  down 
No  more  ashamed  of  his  own  bitter  thought 
Than  startled  by  the  secret  thoughts  of  others; 

Stared  at  the  Bridge,  the  River  and  the  Island 
And  said,  See  here,  this  needs  no  pretty  trick 
Of  emphasis  or  art;  this  needs  no  fear 
Of  ridicule,  for  this  is  merely  statement. 

The  blurted  outcry  of  a  dying  man — 
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(All  men  are  dying  men,  you  might  remember.) 

He  can’t  have  beqn  gone  long — the  ashtray  smoulders, 
The  chair’s  still  warm.  We  may  have  passed  each 
other 

In  the  elevators.  I  must  find  him, 

He  mustn’t  go  like  that,  his  heart  all  naked, 

Exposed  to  beauty  and  alone,  alone 
In  this  terrific  city  where  a  million 
Cruel  chances  hurry  to  rush  in 
Between  him  and  his  words. 

God,  if  there’s  anything  in  me  he  needs 
How  proudly  I  can  give.  Conspue  the  thousand 
Irrelevants  of  douce  and  chaste  behavior — 

He  needed  me  more  than  he  needed  God, 

I  gave  him  nothing. 

(No,  that’s  not  true,  and  he  would  first  deny  it.) 

He  can’t  have  been  gone  long. 

I  imagine  that  he  cried  out  in  amazement, 

Staring  in  this  little  barren  room: 

What  if  the  words  should  come! 

After  such  an  apoplex  of  silence 
Suppose  my  words  should  come! 

And  in  that  disbelieving  joy,  dear  fool, 

Went  out  among  too  solid  miracles 
Carrying  his  fragile  weight  of  words. 

Happy  people  are  much  too  defenceless. 

He  can’t  have  been  gone  long?  Perhaps  you’ve  seen, 
Random  in  this  rectilinear  city 
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Or  singing  in  some  subway  vestibule 
One  inordinately  happy  man? 

Yet,  cunning  rogue,  he  has  the  madman’s  gift 
Of  counterfeiting  strong  solemnity: 

I’ve  seen  him  with  a  thousand  windy  miles 
Of  rain  and  ^jnidnight  darkness  in  his  head 
And  still  could  pass  a  perfect  offhand  howdy 
With  the  casual  elevator  fnan. 


Perhaps  no  one  can  find  him  except  I. 
He  can’t  have  been  gone  long. 
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/  II 

THE  ILLUSION  DIRECTOR 

'  BILL,  it  was  cert’nly  queer  about  Toulemonde. 

The  6.25  got  in  at  the  reg’lar  time, 

6.30;  and  he  simply  wasn’t  there. 

Never  did  show  up.  I  gave  the  papers 
The  usual  obit-stuff.  But  you  know,  Bill, 

What  a  frame-up  that  tripe  always  is. 

Worst  of  it  is,  we  never  had  our  talk. 

Pity  we  both  were  shy.  I  always  planned 
To  get  that  guy  backed  off  into  a  corner. 

Crank  him  with  some  Bisquit  Dubouche, 

Pull  out  the  choke,  and  let  his  engine  run. 

He  needed  it.  In  fragments  of  palaver 
I’d  catch  his  eye  upon  me,  knew  damn  well 
He  had  some  curious  matter  to  impart. 

Some  overset  on  his  galleys,  you  might  say. 

Despite  that  air  of  telling  all  he  knew 
How  little  he  really  told.  The  odds  and  ends 
That  I  remember,  wouldn’t  make  a  story. 

You  know  as  well  as  I  what  makes  a  story. 

Yes,  too  damn  well  we  know.  That’s  just  our  trouble. 

5 


\ 


He  said,  for  instance,  that  in  Bryant  Park 
There  is  a  Sparrow  Tree,  right  by  the  corner 
Above  the  news-stand.  Told  me  that  that  tree 
Is  simply  black,  at  dusk,  with  crowded  sparrows 
Shouting  some  indignation  of  their  own. 

Plainly,  he  said,  a  sort  of  plebiscite, 

Unanimous  as  a  hurry  of  commuters; 

And  if  I  had  a  farthing,  he  remarked, 

I’d  buy  two  of  them  from  the  Park  Department 
And  find  out  what  the  chirping’s  all  about. 

Sparrows  often  hang  around  by  news-stands. 

They  feed  on  dung  and  then  they  climb  a  tree 
And  shout,  he  said.  I  wonder  what  he  meant. 

Sixth  Av’nue  always  troubled  him,  I  think: 

Its  shining  verticals  notched  on  opal  light. 

Great  bulks  of  terrace,  anxious  to  the  mind. 
Scientific  American  says  a  sign 
In  ruby  red;  opposite,  Duo  Art; 

The  Library  lies  low  between  the  two. 

He  found  some  symbol  there:  I  don’t  know  what. 
Even  an  office  exit,  marked  as  such. 

Which  read  from  outward  TUO,  pleased  him  oddly. 
Particular  hopes  were  vested  in  that  office, 

He  liked  to  be  tutoyer’d  by  a  door: 

The  Latin  dative  was  so  intimate, 

And  so  he  always  entered  by  the  exit. 

He  had  some  notions,  equally  absurd, 

About  the  gesticulating  colored  maid 
Who  demonstrates  a  couch-bed  in  a  window. 

These  trifles,  I  believe,  he  dwelt  upon 
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To  keep  his  mind  from  lingering  on  the  fury 
Of  summits  blazoned  in  such  colored  light. 

The  pyre  of  his  brave  day.  We’d  had  at  least 
Four  Scotches  when  I  heard  him  murmuring 
“  God,  what  a  bonfire  my  Manhattan  flames 
To  celebrate  the  /all  of  my  dear  day, 

Sweet  day  that  was  my  fortress,  my  renown, 

My  hold  and  keep  against  the  ‘troops  of  Time, 
Now  sieged  and  sacked  and  cindered,  wreathed  in 
I  fugitive.  Just  so  Aeneas  saw 
The  pines  of  Ida  burning  over  Troy.” 

Evidently,  he  was  a  little  soused: 

Sober,  he  did  not  like  alliteration. 

One  night,  near  the  Paramount,  he  said 
“I  wish  that  Matthew  Arnold  could  have  seen  it.” 
Embarrassed  to  have  seemed  intelligentsia 
He  dived  into  the  subway.  Well  you  see 
There  was  no  real  Story  in  these  things. 

But  still  it  bothers  me  to  think  how  many 
Ideas  he  called  “important”  stayed  unsaid. 

He  asked  me  once,  the  rascal,  if  I  liked 
The  taste  of  eyebrows.  Eyebrows,  he  alleged, 
Were  sweet  to  bite  and  made  the  daintiest  crunch. 
Outrageous,  yes;  quite  a  surprising  phase; 

And  then  he  said,  with  sudden  gravity 
Forbidding  chaff,  that  he  saw  Beauty  once 
“Laughing  and  pure  and  garmented  with  light.” 

Bill,  another  thing  that  bothers  me: 

I  remember  so  much  better  what  I  said 
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To  him,  than  what  he  ever  sa^d  to  me. 

Some  curious  receptiveness  in  him 

That  drew  me  V>n  to  spill  my  fool  confessions 

Instead  of  hearing  what  he  had  to  say. 

And  yet  I  call  myself  a  good  reporter — 

Gosh,  if  we  lived  it  over  I’d  keep  still. 

He  had  suspicions  of  the  infinite, 

As  much  as  one  can  ask  of  any  man. 

The  way  he  said  that  line  sticks  in  my  head  .  .  . 
“Laughing  and  pure  and  garmented  with  light.” 
Say,  behind  that  much  too  jovial  vein 
I  think  he  lived  with  marvel,  and  guessed  more 
Than  he  let  on.  Oh  well,  maybe  we  all  do. 

It’s  quite  too  much  for  me.  Page  Havelock  Ellis! 


I  wrote  him  once;  I  was  a  little  worried 
About  some  kind  of  wildness  in  his  manner, 

His  anchors  weren’t  fluked  down  in  holding  ground. 
Tell  me  if  you’re  happy,  Toulemonde, 

I  wrote.  Yes,  idiotic.  He  replied: 

“  Even  the  sweetest  pipe,  my  dear  old  son, 

Sometimes  fills  your  mouth  with  nicotine. 

But  there’s  a  lot  of  gorgeous  Silence  here, 

I  glut  myself  with  Silence.  It’s  rich  diet. 

Dyspeptic  to  my  bowels.  But  one  comfort 
I  have,  and  wish  that  all  could  say  the  same: 

If  ever  I  loved  anyone  on  earth 
I  always  made  a  point  to  tell  them  so. 

It’s  dangerous.  But  what  evenings  I  have  had 
Halfway  between  Orion  and  The  Bear.” 
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The  other  day,  in  a  movie  studio 
I  saw  a  queer  arrangement  of  contraptions 
For  one  of  their  trick  photographic  stunts. 
Background,  a  dark  screen  cascading  water; 

A  pool,  made  of  a  mirror,  to  reflect 
Queer  lights;  a  V-shaped  aperture  to  look 
Like  jags  of  rock;  and  on  a  canted  runway 
(Whereon  their  massive  camera  would  tilt) 
There  sat  a  pensive  man  who  brooded  sombre 
On  the  validity  of  his  device, 

Whether  the  wenches  in  synthetic  samite 
Posing  in  that  grot  of  carpentry 
Would  really  give  the  effect  that  he  intended 
Of  Clotho,  Lachesis,  and  Atropos. 

Who  is,  I  asked  my  guide,  the  troubled  Dante? 
It’s  The  Illusion  Director,  they  explained. 

Illusion  Director!  How  old  Toulemonde 
Would  have  enjoyed  the  little  episode, 

Found  in  it  analogues  for  God  Almighty, 

And  even  for  himself. 

Say,  listen  Bill,  some  day  let’s  get  together 
And  talk  about  some  queer  stuff  of  our  own. 
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INTERLUDE 
DUE  T^S  IN  A  HOT  BATH 

“ASSORTED  sorrows,  anguish  of  all  sizes” 
Experienced  man  or  woman  recognizes, 

But  grievances  that  seemed  quite  unendurable 
Prove,  in  the  bathtub,  humorous  and  curable. 
My  errors,  said  Jocunda  the  adorable, 

Are  obviously  and  painfully  deplorable 
But  vanish  hypochondrias  and  woes 
When,  soaking  in  the  tub  without  my  clo’es, 

I  admire  the  pink  precision  of  my  toes. 

A  good  hot  bath,  and  Coty’s  Emeraude 
Will  force  old  Satan  to  sing  palinode. 

(Though  Emeraude’ s  a  bit  pungent;  I  confess 
I  more  esteem  that  stuff  Adieu  Sagesse.) 

My  favorite  bathtub  poet?  William  Blake 
For  porcelain  penserosoes  takes  the  cake: 
Assuageable  by  Blake  in  recitative 
Is  every  doubtfulness  that  makes  you  grieve — 
Sedate  or  supine  in  my  chaste  caldarium 
I  detonate  his  songs  and  never  vary  ’em — 

My  mother  bore  me  in  the  southern  wild. 

And  I  am  black,  but  0  my  soul  is  white; 

White  as  an  angel  is  the  English  child. 

But  1  am  black,  as  if  bereaved  of  light. 
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Donny,  the  Emeritus  Dog,  is  growing  old : 
Silent  he  lies,  unmoving,  by'  the  hour, 
Metabolized  like  Peter  Ibbetson. 

His  happy  tail,  curled  like  a  question  mark, 
Flaps  softly  when  he  hears  familiar  tread, 

But  otherwise  he  sprawls  in  perfect  swoon, 
After  so  many  barkings,  so  much  ire. 

So  shall  I  lie  and  simmer  in  the  tub, 
Translucented  in  warmth  up  to  my  chin. 

I  have  no  prayers  to  pray  (One  does  not  pray 
Lying  on  one’s  back).  I  merely  think: 

“Oh  William  Blake,  dead  just  a  hundred  years, 
I  look  towards  you.”  (What  a  lovely  phrase, 
I  look  towards  you!)  This  is  your  centennial 
And  you  and  I’ll  observe  it  in  the  tub — 


Never  seek  to  tell  thy  lave 
Love  that  never  told  shall  be; 
For  the  gentle  wind  does  move 
Silently,  invisibly.  .  .  . 


One  night  Donny  and  I  lay  by  the  fire: 

There  was  a  sudden  hissing  blowing  sound. 

Long  streaks  of  gassy  flame  burst  from  the  log — 
Some  juice  of  summer,  vaporized  by  heat, 

Broke  out  in  streamers  and  thin  jets  of  fire. 

And  this  was  comfort,  though  I  don’t  know  why : 
It  brought  me  back  from  my  uneasy  trance 
To  the  strange  sweetness  of  the  natural  world. 
And  Donny  came,  the  shaggy  reprobate, 
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And  laid  his  hairy,  wise,  Socratic  head 
Silent  in  the  angle  of  my  arm. 

Bring  me  my  bow  of  burning  gold! 

Bring  me  my  arrows  of  desire! 

Bring  me  my  spear!  0  clouds,  unfold! 

Bring  me  my  chariot  of  fire! 

« 

I  can’t  read  William  Blake  without  a  shiver, 

He  gives  my  spine  embroideries  of  chill: 

So  a  hot  bath’s  the  place  to 'think  about'  him. 

His  syllogism  is  often  enthymeme, 

But  fortified  by  the  soapsuds  and  the  steam 
I  sometimes  know  the  meaning  of  his  dream — 

Or  if  I  don’t,  don’t  care — 

The  weeping  child  could  not  be  heard. 

The  weeping  parents  wept  in  vain 
They  stripped  him  to  his  little  shirt 
And  bound  him  in  an  iron  chain. 

Oh  immortality  of  the  early  day, 

Before  the  day  is  doomed;  before  the  feeling 
Of  Time  and  Hurry  fevers  in  its  veins, 

Before  the  phantom  of  Tomorrow  clouds  it 
(Which  falls  for  the  most  part  shortly  after  lunch ; 
And  by  the  way,  what  irreparable  harm 
Tomorrows  have  done  Todays) 

Sing,  child,  your  orison  in  the  wholesome  tub. 
Think  randoms,  let  your  morning  mind  accost 
Insolubles:  what  holds  the  heavy  earth 
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Supported  in  its  twirl  in  naked  space? 

Or,  how  are  people  clever  at  the  tango 
And  lift  their  flexible  ladies  off  the  floor? 

I 

And  by  came  an  angel  who  had  a  bright  key. 

And  he  opened  the  coffins  and  set  them  all  free; 

Then  down  a  green  plain  leaping,  laughing,  they  run, 
And  wash  in  a  river,  and  shine  in  the  sun. 

Then  naked  and  white,  all  their  bags  left  behind.  .  .  . 

Blake’s  the  fellow  for  singing  in  the  bathtub ! 
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THREE  OLD-FASHIONED 

- — g>&H< S— - .1- 

WHAT  I  always  like  about  this  place 
(Said  Toulemonde)  is  the  array  of  tumblers 
Standing  on  the  shelf  behind  the  bar. 

All  foundationed  for  Old-Fashioned  cocktails; 

Each  with  its  orange  slices  and  its  cherry, 

Pretty  as  an  armada  of  old  Spain. 

Well,  boys,  this  should  be  helpful  for  what  ails  you — 
(If  anything  ails  you:  how  am  I  to  know?) 

If  anything  ails  us,  they  replied  in  duo, 

And  we’re  not  saying  if  it  does  or  no, 

But  if  it  should,  this  will  be  good  for  it. 

I  woke,  he  said,  that  morning,  very  tranquil. 

With  my  first  conscious  breath  there  was  a  lightness, 
A  feeling  that  whatever  weights  had  tilted 
The  tender  scales  of  balance  in  my  soul 
Were  counterpoised  with  little  grams  of  laughter. 
Sure  and  easy  on  that  hinge  of  Time 
I  teetered  in  an  equilibrium 
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And  felt  that  some  day  I  might  still  be  merry — 
Mind  you,  this  needs  careful  explanation — 

Sure,  sure,  this  needs  most  careful  explanation, 
They  chimed  in  chorus;  and  each  one’s  bright  eyes 
Showed  that  he  too  was  eager  to  explain. 

He  looked  at  them,  a  bit  suspiciously, 

Deciding  to  abbreviate  the  tale. 

I  mean  to  say  (so  he  abridged  his  matter) 

The  beauty  and  the  essence  were  still  there, 

But  untormented.  I  was  not  afraid. 

I  well  remember  how  I  lay  abed 
Moveless  in  every  muscle,  full  aware 
Of  every  peace  and  sweetness  man  can  know. 
There’s  no  great  harm  in  getting  used  to  silence : 
We’ll  all  have  plenty  of  it  in  the  end. 

There  was  a  golden  taste  that  country  morning; 

A  smell  of  cedars;  crocuses  were  out. 

He’s  got  a  table  for  three,  one  of  them  said. 

Bring  your  glasses  with  you. — Yes,  I  know 
Exactly  how  you  felt.  One  day  in  London 
In  the  fall  of  Nineteen  Twenty-One — 

But  never  mind.  Go  ahead,  Toulemonde. 

Oh  tender,  tender  was  the  air  that  morning! 
Quietly  my  pulse  and  nerves  were  different, 

Life  wasn’t  something  always  waited  for. 

This  was  Life;  life  itself,  right  here,  right  now, 

And  all  incredible  and  natural  things 
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I’ve  ever  known,  were  active  in  my  mind 
And  I  could  see  this  comedy  of  earth 
(Which  sometimes  seems  adapted  from  the  French 
By  a  shrewd  but  not  too  skilled  translator) 
Premeditated  to  some  Tout  s’ arrange. 

And  at  that  very  moment,  heaven  help  us, 

A  friend  of  mind  Chooses  that  day  to  send  me 
A  beautiful  and  very  special  copy 
Of  Ronsard’s  poems — La  Muse  de  Ronsard. 

Ronsard,  whom  I  thought  I  had  forgotten 
Since  I  was  a  boy  at  Fontainebleau — 

Ronsard  of  the  Odes  and  Odelettes, 

Ronsard  with  his  “longues  nuicts  d’hyver,” 

His  April  seasons  and  his  matchless  sonnets 
(Into  the  woods  then  with  his  girls  and  salads.) 
Unhappy  lovers  always  should  be  Frenchmen, 

So  sweet  a  tongue  for  any  kind  of  pain ! 

That  douce  old  French,  so  simple,  sad,  and  honest, 
Four  hundred  years  adrift  on  April  air, 

Light  as  those  cherry  petals  by  the  Loing 
Along  the  woody  skirts  of  Fontainebleau. 

And  all  those  little  laughters,  lusts  and  lyrics — 
Waiter!  another  round  of  the  Old-Fashioned. 

Maybe  you  don’t  get  the  flavor  of  old  French; 

Or  worse,  much  worse,  maybe  you’ve  never  known 
Someone  you  wanted  to  address  like  this: — 

Le  soir  qu’ Amour  vous  fist  en  la  salle  descendre 
Pour  danser  d’artifice  un  beau  ballet  d’Amour, 
Vos  yeux,  bien  qu’il  fust  nuict,  ramenerent  le  jour, 
Tant  ils  sceurent  d’esclairs  par  la  place  respandre. 
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Or  this,  which  so  many  pens  have  imitated : — 

V 

Quand  vous  serez  bien  vieille,  au  soir,  a  la  chandelle. 
Assise  aupres  du  feu,  devidant  et  filant, 

Direz,  chantant  mes  vers,  en  vous  esmerveillant : 
“Ronsard  me  celebroit,  du  temps  que  j’estois  belle!” 

Or  this,  my  boys  (with  a  lively  guttural 
And  plenty  of  rich  cadence,  he  declaimed: — ) 

Ostez  vostre  beaute,  ostez  vostre  jeunesse, 

Ostez  ces  rares  dons  que  vous  tenez  des  cieux, 

Ostez  ce  docte  esprit,  ostez  moy  ces  beaux  yeus, 

Cet  aller,  ce  parler  digne  d’une  Deesse. 

What’s  that  “ostez”  mean ?  I  don’t  quite  get  that. 

Ostez?  Same  as  oter.  Take  away. 

But  what  d’you  think  of  a  man  who  sends  you  Ronsard 
Just  when  you  thought  you’d  found  a  little  ease? 

So  I  fell  back  into  my  pearly  grievance, 

My  lovely  horror  and  my  dumb  distress. 

Tonight  I’ll  hear  the  whistle  of  the  frogs, 

The  nightingales  of  our  Long  Island  swamps. 

I’ll  hear  them  flute  their  truisms,  and  have  nothing. 
Nothing  at  all,  to  contradict  them  with. 

I’m  done  for.  Yes,  I’m  low,  boys,  very  low. 

Say,  when  I  was  in  Paris  in  Nineteen  .  .  . 

You  talk  of  being  low:  look,  here’s  a  graph. 

I’ll  draw  it  on  the  tablecloth ,  like  this: 
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That’s  where  I  teas  in  Nineteen;  at  the  bottom; 

Shot  up  like  this,  toward  the  spring  of  Twenty; 
Then  another  gulf,  I  went  down,  down. 

Clean  off  the  table;  but  I’ve  got  it  figured. 

I’m  coming  back;  not  counting  little  zigzags. 

The  general  trend  is  up;  1  look  to  be 

Back  close  to  ndrmal,  spring  of  Twenty  Eight. 

Waiter!  This  round’s  on  mg,  then  I  must  go. 

Forgive  me,  Ronsard,  if  I  had  forgotten 
Your  power  on  the  heart.  Come  with  me  now, 

I  know  a  place  where  sunshine  warms  the  cedars, 
A  ring  of  white  oaks,  twisted  by  the  wind. 

Leans  above  stony  beach.  In  juniper  air 
Clean  with  all  northern  savors,  we’ll  confide 
Some  tender  things  that  you  well  understand. 

Well,  so  long  Toulemonde.  I’ll  see  you  later. 

But  just  remember  what  a  signal  folly 
It  is  to  think  of  every  work  of  art 
As  a  thing  done  whole  and  integral. 

Forgetting  all  the  scraps  and  shreds  of  doing 
By  which  we  brought  it  to  the  finished  round. 
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MORE  THAN  A  PLACE  TO  LIVE 

+ 

-i* - — - «).. 

MORE  Than  a  Place  to  Live — A  Way  of  Living.  .  .  . 
That  was  the  sign  I  saw  (said  Toulemonde) 

Painted  on  a  big  New  York  hotel. 

Alas!  what  boots  it  with  uncessant  care 
To  strictly  meditate  the  thankless  Muse 
When  some  tough  hardboiled  Advertising  Man 
Strikes  off  at  random  such  pentameter, 

So  perfectly  hendecasyllabled, 

So  strong  with  Christ’s  (or  Buddha’s)  inward  truth. 
Buddha  under  the  figtree  Ajapala 
Might  have  said  just  that. 

So  in  this  town 

Where  men  up-end  their  poetry  on  sky, 

Flash  it  in  chains  of  crawling  yellow  cars 
Round  Elevated  curves  on  rainy  nights, 

No  wonder  the  mere  poet  lags  behind. 

If  even  the  chance  phrases  of  her  trading 
Can  utter  such  felicitous  evangel, 

How  versify  her  pinnacled  perspectives? 

Vacate,  my  Muse!  Like  Milton’s  easy  friend 
I’m  for  the  tangles  of  Nesera’s  hair. 
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It  isn’t  tangled  any  more,  I  said. 

She’s  had  it  cut.  The  word  I’d  use  is - 

y 

Never  mind  what  word  you'd  use,  he  cried. 

I  have  my  own.  Don’t  take  my  word  away. 

It’s  all  I  have,  tonight.  I  earned  it,  too. 

Phew  .  .  .  great  Heavens,  man,  you  frightened  me. 

More  Than  a  Place  to  Live — A  Way  of  Living.  .  .  . 

On  every  corner,  if  we  don’t  look  out, 

These  laughing  architects  and  engineers 
Will  steal  our  thunder,  and  our  lightning  too. 

While  we  were  mumbling  our  uncertainties 
They’ve  shot  their  crisscross  lattice  in  the  blue. 

Some  prosody ! 

I  know  a  peanut  roaster 

Down  on  Beekman  Street,  beneath  the  Woolworth: 
Below  that  crickneck  glimpse,  hid  in  a  corner, 

It  whines  a  little  shrilling  monotone, 

A  singsong  like  the  chant  .a  child  will  keen 
To  keep  his  courage  up.  By  God,  that’s  us, 

Poets — Prometheus  once,  who  stole  God’s  fire, 
Grilling  goobers  in  a  twirling  oven, 

Hissing  little  jets  of  plaintive  steam. 

Have  you  ever  watched  unpracticed  actors 
Tackle  a  passage  written  in  blank  verse? 

Noticed  how  it  frightens  them,  the  darlings! 

Oh  yes,  in  ordinary  sides  of  prose 
Or  rhymed  in  custom,  we’ll  divulge  ourselves 
With  manly  declamation,  unabashed. 
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But  then  suppose  we  have  to  take  the  stage 
Aware  of  conscious  beauty  in  the  lines — 

Frightened?  I’ll  say  we’re  frightened!  Quite  right,  too 
Blank  verse  is  no  trick  of  elocution: 

Blood  must  collaborate.  The  pause,  the  accent, 

The  ellipses  and  the  run-on  of  the  sense 

You  must  divine.  ’‘Perhaps  it’s  life’s  own  method — 

Strict  music  underneath,  but  variation 

In  the  individual  technique. 

It’s  not  surprising  that  we’re  terrified 
'  And  drink  our  Beauty  as  we  drink  our  Barsac 
(This  golden  anaesthetic,  smuggled  in) 

Furtive  in  some  enclave  of  Italy. 


I  don’t  see  anything  furtive  about  this, 

I  couldn’t  help  objecting,  as  I  watched 
The  merry  crowd  of  outlaws  round  the  room. 

Besides,  Silenus,  you  can’t  always  drink 

Straight  from  the  bottle’s  neck.  You’d  miss  the  color, 

The  shape  and  ceremony  of  the  glass. 

Maybe  we  poets  haven’t  quite  kept  pace 
With  other  climbing  arts.  But  there  you  are, 

They  deal  so  close  with  actuality. 

Drink  life  from  the  bottle.  We  must  cool 
Our  vintage,  pour  it  in  the  proper  crystal, 

Hold  it  to  the  light,  and  drink  the  toast. 

See  how  that  green  is  dabbled  in  the  gold— 


Good  God,  man,  what  can  be  more  actual 
Than  the  inward  fury  of  the  heart? 
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I  knew  a  woman  once,  so  beautiful 
Butterflies  came  and  perched  upon  her  shoulder 

This  seemed  to  me  irrelevant.  Besides 

It  started  meditations  of  my  own 

That  needed  checking.  So  I  merely  said, 

Do  you  recall  that  line  of  Walt’s:  “Hast  thou, 
Pellucid,  medicine  for  case  like  mine?” 

Yes,  the  pellucid  is  good  medicine. 

And  Oh,  I  feel  it  working,  feel  it  working: 

Warm  April  night,  trees  not  in  folio. 

When  summer  stars  were  crowded  into  spring — 
Bare  days  when  the  white  dazzle  of  the  noon 
Pressed  cruelly  on  nerves,  and  one  would  pray 
To  be  a  terrier  idle  in  the  sun. 

Yet  ere  some  other  April  greens  me  over, 

While  braggart  earth’s  still  warm  between  my  hands 
I’ll  build  a  word  or  two — perhaps  a  poem 
That  even  architects  might  compliment. 

Tall  enough  and  strong  enough  to  lodge  in 
(More  Than  a  Place  to  Live — A  Way  of  Living) 

And  looking  down  from  its  high  terraces 
See  all  the  taxies  hurrying  in  the  rain. 

You  and  I,  like  a  brace  of  dachshund  firedogs, 
Have  carried  burning  faggots  on  our  backs. 

He  smiled,  and  added:  I  daresay  it’s  happened, 
Sometimes,  to  the  very  nicest  people. 

Come  then;  let’s  go  to  dinner.  We  might  try 
Things  unattempted  yet  in  food  or  drink. 
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INTERLUDE 


THE  CORON'ER’  S  GOING  A-MAYING 

THE  Coroner  brushed  his  hearthstone  clean 
And  after  the  rain,  in  a  garth  grown  green, 

•  Not  glad,  not  sad,  in  a  mood  between 

The  Coroner  went  a-Maying. 

His  fireplace  swept  of  its  winter’s  ash, 

His  barrels  filled  with  a  season’s  trash, 

Where  no  intruder  might  abash 

The  Coroner’s  gone  a-Maying. 

This  was  the  gravel  pathway  here 

Where  his  mind  made  verdict,  prompt  and  clear, 

Of  what  was  hateful  and  what  was  dear 

When  the  Coroner  went  a-Maying. 

Strength  came  up  from  the  sodden  ground: 
Himself  was  his  May-pole,  so  he  found; 

With  ribbons  (the  neighbors  stood  astound) 

The  Coroner  went  a-Maying. 

Green  jungle  was  covert  round  him  there, 

Wet  lilac  burdened  the  anxious  air : 

Nimbled  with  a  proud  despair 

The  Coroner  went  a-Maying. 
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To  diagnose  his  own  despite 
He  crowned  himself  with  a  garland  bright 
And  capering  brisk,  as  well  he  might, 

The  Coroner  went  a-Maying. 

With  a  bow  to  you,  and  a  bow  to  me, 

In  a  ribald  measure,  one-two-three, 

And  a  wench  and  priestess  on  each  knee 

The  Coroner’s  gone  a-Maying. 


You  shall  not  catch  his  eye,  nor  guess 
What  talisman  of  tenderness 
His  rite  can  justify  and  bless 

When  the  Coroner  goes  a-Maying. 


Not  private  malice,  public  mirth, 

Nor  any  irrelevance  on  earth 
Can  dim  that  jewel  of  great  worth 

When  the  Coroner  goes  a-Maying. 

The  Maypole  jig  is  something  froward — 

The  jury  finds  his  mien  untoward: 

-The  nun  s  priest’s  gaze  is  better  lowered 

When  the  Coroner  goes  a-Maying. 


If  some  be  nice,  avert,  I  beg: 

The  rum  is  sweet  in  Cuba’s  keg, 

The  lasses  show  a  comely  leg 

When  the  Coroner  goes  a-Maying. 
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His  taste  is  evidently  abnormal: 

His  temperament  is  much  too  thermal — 

My  dear,  it’s  terribly  informal 

When  the  Coroner  goes  a-Maying. 


So  in  those  dusks,  those  crepuscules. 
There  sounds  the  Exorcism  of  Fools 
Who  never  even  guessed  ihe  rules 

When  Coroners  go  a-Maying. 


The  well-intending  triple-starred 
Dear  fools  who  make  life  doubly  hard 
And  are  eternally  debarred 

When  Coroners  go  a-Maying. 


But  there  are  fools  of  every  station, 

And  so,  to  hide  his  desperation 
And  warm  himself  for  fresh  creation 

The  Coroner’s  going  a-Maying. 


Hark  to  his  enigmatic  rune 

Set  to  a  wanton  wistful  tune 

While  with  transfusions  of  the  moon 

The  Coroner’s  gone  a-Maying. 


With  poison  ivy  on  his  head, 

Leaving  the  better  part  unsaid, 

Abandoning  inquest  on  the  dead 

The  Coroner’s  gone  a-Maying. 
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CHIPMUNKS  IN  THE  WALL 


,1  HEAR  their  tiny  feet:  an  airy  scamper, 

Light  intramural  frolic  to  and  fro 
Behind  the  solemn  bookshelves,  in  the  tunnels 
Of  lath  and  joist  and  beam.  Inside  the  ceiling 
They  freak  my  silence  with  a  lace  of  sound, 

Patterns  of  chase  and  hurry  and  alarm, 

Dry  rustling  skirmish  among  plaster  alleys 
Quick  as  the  darting  mischief  of  the  mind. 

Behind  George  Fox,  John  Woolman,  Hobbes  and  Herrick 
(More  Herrick  they  than  Woolman,  Fox  or  Hobbes) 

They  carnival  and  dance  their  nights  away. 

And  now  it’s  late,  the  telephone  won’t  ring, 

I’m  safe.  I’m  safe  in  silence.  I  can  take 
My  little  rolls  of  film,  of  reminiscence, 

And  (working  in  a  cautious  rosy  gloom) 

Bathe  them  in  the  necessary  acids 
And  watch  the  pictures  tenderly  emerge; 

Develop,  tone  and  fix  and  wash  and  dry 
Till  they  can  face  the  White  Light  of  the  World. 

Those  films  are  full  of  static:  as  they  whirl, 
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Winding  and  unwinding  in  the  dark 
You’ll  see  them  crackle  with  a  running  spark. 

\ 

Which  makes  me  think  again  about  those  chipmunks. 
Skirmishing  at  random  in  the  walls, 

Suppose  they  gnaw  the  wires?  In  my  old  shack 
The  wiring’s  elderly,  the  whole  shebang 
Is  veined  with  ribbons  of  potential  fire. 

Suppose,  in  casual  sport,  my  antic  rodents 

Nibble  through  my  crumbly  insulations 

And  cause  what  (I  believe?)  they  call  Short  Circuit, 

A  Ground,  a  homesick  spark.  All  kinds  of  joy 
Are  hungry  always  to  get  back  to  earth. 

So  this  blinking  fidget  of  desire 
Scintillates  in  peevish  discontent, 

Frets  and  stings  his  tindery  surrounding — 

And  I,  so  much  at  peace  upon  my  couch, 

Awake  to  find  the  homestead  wreathed  in  flame. 

The  naughty  chipmunks  perish,  I  suppose, 

But  the  more  awkward  fact  is,  so  do  I. 


If  I  were  you,  I’d  hire  an  electrician. 

But  don’t  you  love  that  old  domestic  question 
So  often  asked,  in  bed,  of  drowsy  men. 

You  shake  a  massive  shoulder  (you’d  not  guess 
How  big  men’s  shoulders  are,  unless  you’ve  slept 
Beside  them) — 

“George!  George!  Wake  up;  wake  up,  George! 
It  seems  to  me  that  I  smell  something  burning?” 
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You  smell  the  whole  world  burning;  and  it’s  queer 
There’s  so  much  smoke  and  smell,  so  little  flame. 
In  hearts  as  tough  as  gouty  woodland  stumps 
Red  Reason  embers  in  the  touchwood  rot 
And  fills  the  parish  with  a  fuming  haze. 

It  taints  the  very  ether  of  the  sky . 

It’s  got  to  bef!  Even  the  rudiment 
Examples  of  combustion— such  as  poets — 

Exhale  more  smudge  and  smoulder  than  clear  fire. 
How  many  random  scribbles  on  the  page, 
Curlicues  and  margins  and  grotesques, 

Before  the  good  black  text  begins  to  show — 

Oh  so  much  woodpile  and  so  little  nigger! 

All  the  pretty  damnables  men  bury 
In  deepest  ink :  eyes  altered  in  a  night, 

Little  sweet  shallows  in  the  palms  of  hands, 
Trembles  in  voices,  and  the  Murphy  Twins 
Let  down  from  Heaven  in  a  folding  bed. 

Toulemonde,  it’s  rash  to  talk  like  that. 

I  wonder  if  you  ever  heard  what  happened 
When  the  fairies  held  their  big  Convention? 

They  organized  a  Posse  of  Pursuit 
And  lynched  the  people  who  write  Fairy  Tales. 
Do  you  expect  some  premium  for  recalling 
The  things  men  had  remembered  to  forget? 

I  visited  a  Broadway  dance-hall  once 
Where  carpenters  were  making  alterations 
While  the  dancing  was  still  going  on. 

There  was  a  workman  there,  in  overalls, 
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Chewing  a  quid  of  pepsin.  While  the  throng 
Twirled  and  maneuvered  on  the  spangled  floor 
And  all  the  building  drummed  with  syncope 
He  sawed  and  measured  calmly;  but  I  noted 
That  still  with  saw  and  jaw  he  kept  the  time, 
Rocking  the  steel  in  rhythm  with  that  yammer, 
That  droning  blend  of  honey  and  percussion, 
Partly  nitro,  partly  glycerine.  .  .  . 

Perhaps  there  is  some  kind  of  parallel 
Between  him  and  us  all.  Oh,  I  don’t  know — 
Analogy’s  a  little  silver  fish 
That  slips  too  easily  through  the  net  of  words. 

And  so  you’ll  hear  no  more  of  Toulemonde 
Who  made  himself  a  motley  to  the  view. 

He’s  safe,  he’s  safe  in  silence;  and  the  film, 

The  brittle  hurrying  ribbon  of  his  thought 

That  carried  in  its  sentient  gelatine 

All  sunlights  and  all  darknesses  he  knew, 

Is  safe  in  acid,  in  the  ruddy  gloom — - 
Such  color  as  the  curtained  bee  would  know 
Drowsed  in  the  bedstead  of  a  crimson  rose, 

Such  color  as  the  vineyard  speck  might  swim 
Deepened  in  the  full  Burgundian  glass, 

Such  color  as  the  unborn  Juliet  felt 

Nursed  in  the  reddest  vein  of  Shakespeare’s  heart. 

Cold  acid  and  warm  color  keep  him  safe. 

He  need  not  fear  the  White  Light  of  the  world. 

He  had  no  pride,  you  say.  No,  merely  wished 
To  do  what  even  God  can  hardly  do, 
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Put  two  and  two  together  and  make  three. 

The  alternative  to  love,  he  once  remarked, 

Is  never  hatred;  no,  but  more  love  still. 

It  can’t  be  proved,  and  so — 

X  marks  the  spot 

Where  he  heard  chipmunks  dancing  in  the  wall. 
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NATURE  plays  Dame  Macbeth.  She  drowns  the  days 
In  burly  slumber,  in  a  booze  of  sun, 

Brimming  the  hollows  with  her  golden  drug 
And  all  the  while  sets  on,  in  prickling  night, 

The  murderer  with  moonlight  on  his  blade. 

Here  where  you  drowse  among  these  amber  thickets 
The  gouts  of  blood  are  sprinkled  in  the  brush 
Where  wounded  summer  crept  away  to  die. 

Beneath  the  gorgeous  robe,  the  sweet  accost, 

Beneath  the  silk  and  scarlet  of  November 
She  masquerades  the  traitor  in  the  hostess 
And,  ladylike,  wears  her  most  Persian  colors 
For  bedtime  and  the  boudoir.  Women  all 
Raiment  themselves  most  brightly  for  the  dark 
Which  is,  on  information  and  belief, 

Their  true  dominion.  So  she  plays  the  r61e, 

Behind  her  ruddy  arras  clink  of  steel, 

The  tread  of  feet,  the  uneasy  nightmare  cry, 

And  in  her  double  bosom,  warm  as  milk, 

She  hides  the  sudden  dagger  of  the  frost. 
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Yet  now,  of  all  those  stabbed  and  murdered  hours 
We  have  one  token,  emblem,  microcosm — 

Months  of  summer,  packed  and  coiled  and  crisped 
In  the  chrysanthemum’s  bitter  knot  of  curls. 

Oh  curly  heads!  While  I  was  laughing,  loafing, 
Loving,  cursing,  sleeping,  praying,  drugging 
With  such  poor  anodynes  as  I  could  find 
(The  beach  of  Lido  or  the  beach  of  Lethe) 

They  drank  the  season  in :  the  humming  ether 
Of  tense  July,  the  lubber  barroom  bees, 

The  ticking  of  unanswerable  woodland 
Lavender  and  livid  with  the  moon. 

An  almanac  of  all  the  summer’s  pride: 

What  schooling  theirs,  meridian’s  docile  pupils — 

Color  and  wealth  from  our  good  Lord  the  Sun 
Gilding  early  dazzles  of  the  air. 

Like  young  green  monks  they  dipped  their  pens  in  or, 
Took  the  text,  disputed  not  the  doctrine, 

And  how  shall  I  construe  their  curlicues 
Script  in  some  gaudy  vulgate  of  their  own? 

Darkness,  rain  and  blaze,  blaze,  rain  and  darkness, 
They  abode  their  cycle.  So  did  I. 

They  kept  their  own  counsel.  So  will  I. 

They  brought  forth  their  beauty.  So  must  I. 

But  thinking  of  those  days  and  what  they  meant, 

Their  close  and  angry  savor,  I  guess  well 
Just  why  these  autumn  blazons  are  so  fair, 

Red  seal  and  probate  on  the  summer’s  will. 

There  was  a  green  light  once  on  lawn  and  glade, 

The  kind  of  green  that  dwells  on  second  acts 

36 


Of  Shakespeare’s  forest  fancies.  Far  above, 

The  cloud-capped  pinnacles,  the  'gorgeous  towers 
Swimming,  lifting  in  warm  gauzy  shine. 

Then  best  he  realized  how  very  helpless 
He  was  in  the  slick  world.  “Helpless  indeed, 

I’ve  not  read  Shakespeare,  even.”  It  was  queer, 
His  mind  ran  fhuch  on  Shakespeare*  wrhom  he  knew 
By  divination  mostly:  and  I  felt 
How  well  the  two  would  have  got  on  together. 


There  was  a  day,  a  dull  moist  hazy  day 
When  walking  very  lonely  on  a  road 
He  found  an  old  moss-mottled  cross  of  stone. 

It  said:  o  crux,  ave  spes  utstica. 

He  paused  and  looked  and  wondered  to  himself; 
Said  to  himself,  I  wonder  if  that’s  true? 

Is  that  the  only  hope?  Perhaps  it’s  so 
Because  it  is  the  one  that  none  embraces 
Until  he’s  tried  all  else. 

And  as  he  thought 
His  little  secret  notions,  all  the  while 
Those  enamelled  cherubs  in  the  garden, 

Those  tight  green  buds,  round  pellets  of  October, 
Absorbed  the  afternoon  and  asked  no  question. 


So  it  is  strange,  this  instinct  that  we  have 
To  hurry  on  through  Time,  push  Time  behind  us 
And  get  on  to  the  Next  Thing — which  might  be 
No  Time  at  all,  or  else  a  change  of  pace, 

Some  relativity  more  in  proportion 
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To  our  poor  need  I  wonder,  does  it  mean 
We  guess  some  infinite  reintegration? 

Yet -I’m  not  i$een  to  have  life  over  with 
‘Until  I  solve  the  mere  technique  of  living, 
Compose  that  conflict  of  necessities 
The  conscious  and  unconscious.  When  to  swim, 
When  merely  to  be  carried  by  the  stream? 

(This  was  Toulemonde  in  Wordsworth  vein.) 

For  there  are  some  who  know,  the  gifted  some — 
Have  nickels  in  their  pocket  for  the  subway, 

Can  find  a  taxi  on  a  rainy  night, 

Make  grass  and  flowers  grow,  hire  able  service, 
Rest  softly  without  gluttony  of  sleep, 

Be  well  yet  inconspicuously  clad, 

Greet  their  acquaintance  and  pass  shrewdly  on 
Not  netted  in  arrears  of  conversation, 

Tell  all  the  pretty  fibs  of  daily  rote, 

Can  worship  yet  be  proud.  These  have  the  art, 
These,  adequately  mad,  without  surrender 
To  rhetoric  and  greed.  They  love  the  world. 
Their  lives  are  harmony. 

And  so  I  watch  the  year  play  Dame  Macbeth 
And  I  the  pallid  partner  of  her  plan : 

Summer  I  loved,  my  kingdom  and  my  king 
Stabbed  in  his  sleep  and  crept  away  to  die. 


